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BA The Will of John Marshall Olenarm.
BBJ Pickorlng'H k'ttor bringing nowa of

BBJ . tny grandfather's 'loalli fouml mo at
BBJ Naples early In October. John
BBJ Marshall Olonarrn 'had dloJ In June,
BBJ leaving a will which gave mo his prop- -

BBJ erty condlt'onnll). Pickering wrote,
BBJ a ii J It was nccoBSiiry for mo to return
BBJ Immcdlatnly to quality ns legatee. It
BBJ was by tho merest luck that tho lcttor
BBJ camo tu my hands at nil, for It had
BBJ koqn sent to Constantinople, In euro
BBJ of tho consul-genera- l Instead of my
BBJ bankor thoru, and It was not Picker- -

BBJ lng'n fault that tho consul was a friend
BBJ ( mlno who kept track or my wander- -

BBJ lngs and was able to hurry tho oxecu- -

BBJ tor 3 lcttor after mo to Italy, whoro
BBJ I had gono to meet an English llnnn- -

BBJ clcr who had, I was advised, unlimited
BBJ money to spend on African railways.

BBJ I am an engineer, a graduato of an
BBJ American Institution familiarly known
BBJ as "T"io Tech," nnd ns my funds woro
BBJ rnnnlng low I naturally turned to my

BBJ profcmlon for employment.
HB nut (his letter changed my plans,

BBJ and tho following dny I cabled Pick- -

BBJ ring of my departuro and was out- -

BBJ WArd bound on a steamer for Now
BBJ York. Fourteen days later I sat In

BBJ Plckcr'ng's olllco In tho Aloxls Ilulld- -

BBJ lag nt I listened Intently whllu ho
BBJ rend, w th much ponderous emphnsls,
BBJ tho prr 'Islons of my grandfather's
BBJ will. V ion ho concluded I laughed.
BBJ ridterln wns a Forlous man, nnd I

BBJ was glad o boo that my levity palnod
BBJ him. I I .d, tor that matter, always
BBJ been a b ireo of annoyanco to him,
BBJ and his I k of distrust and rcbuko
BBJ did not tro Mo mo In tho least.
BBJ I reached across tho tablo for tho
BBJ paper, and Lj gavo tho scaled and bo--

BBJ ribboned copy at John Mnrshall Glen
BBJ arm's will Into my hands. I read It
BBJ through for myself, feeling conscious
BBM Bicnnwhllo thnt Pickering's coal gazo

was hent Inquiringly upon mo. Thoso
I aro

inOBt:
tho paragraphs that Interested mo

BBb ' "I glvo and dovUo unto my said
BBM, grandson, John Olenarm, Bomctlmo a
BBl resident of tho city and stnto of Now

H, York, nnd Inter a vagabond of parts
H unknown, a ccrtnln proporty known as

V Olenarm IIouro, with tho lands and
BBBJ hereditaments thorounto pertaining
BBBj' and hereinafter moro particularly do- -

BBBJ scribed, and nil personal affects, goods
' nad other property that may bo

BBW located In tho prcmlsos nnd on tho
BBBj , land horoln described, tho said realty
BBBJ lying In the county of Wnbana In tho
BBBJ etnto of Indiana, upon this condition,
BBBJ faithfully nnd honestly performed:
BBBJ "That said John Olenarm shall ro--
BBB main an occupant ot said Olonarrn
BBBj IIouso and of my lands appurtonnnt

J thereto, demeaning himself meanwhllo
J la an orderly anil tomperato mannor.
J Should ho fall at any tlmo during said
J year to comply with this provision,

V gdld property Bhnll nt onco rovort to
BBS r general estate, shall bocomo, with- -

BBBj at reservation and without, necessity
BBBj fwr any process ot lnw tho property,
BBBJ absolutely, ot Marian Dovercux, ot tho
BBBJ county nnd stnto of Now York."
BBB "Woll," ho demanded, striking his
BBB hands upon tho arms ot his chair,
BBB "what do you think ot It?"
BBB I For tho Ufo of mo I could not help
BBB laughing again. Thcro was, In tho
BBB first placo, a delicious Irony In tho '

that I should learn through him
my grandfather's wishes withifaot to myBolf. Pickering and I hnd

up In tho sumo town In Vor--

bb j taont; wo had attended tho samo pro- -

BBBJ parntory school, but thcro had boon
BBB from boyhood a certain untagonUm
BBB between us, IIo hnd always Biicceudud

BBBJ vrhcro I failed, which Is to say, I must
BBBJ ndmlt, thnt ho had succeeded pretty
BBBJ frequently. When 1 refused, to sottlo
BBBJ down to my profosslon, but choso to
BBBJ boo something ot tho world first, Pick- -

BBBJ erlng gavo hlmsolt sorloiiBly to tho
BBBJ law, and thoro was, I know from tho
BBBJ' beginning, no mannor of clmnco that
BBB ho would fall.

BJ ( I nm not moro or loss than human,
BBBJ and I romembercd with joy that oneo
BBBJ I had thrashed him soundly at tho
BBBJ prep school for bullying a smaller boy,
BBBJ but our Ecoro from school dnys wus
BBBJ not without tallies on, his side, IIo
BBBJ was oaslly tho bettor scholar' I grant

'BBBJ him that; nnd ho was Bhrowd nnd
BBBJ plausible. You novor qulto know tho
BBBJ extent of his powers and rosourcos,
BBBJ and ho hud, I always mantalned, tho
BBBJ most amazing good luck, as Ituesg
BBBJ tho fact that John Mnrshall Olenarm
BBBJ j had taken a friendly Interest In him.
BBB' It was wholly llko my grandfather,
BBBJ. who was n man of many whims, to
BBBJ giro his affair Into Pickering's keop- -

BBBJf. lng; nnd I could not complain, for I
BBB? had missed my own clmnco with him.
BBBJ It was. I know roadlly onough, part of
BBBLj my punUhmont for having succeeded
BBBJ( eo signally In Incurring my grand- -

BBBf fathor's dlspl'asuro that ho had made
BJBJBL It neecasnry for mo to treat with
SBBwi Arthur Pickering In this mnttor ot the
BBBJ' will; and Pickering was enjoying tho,

BBB situation to tho full. I

BBB Hut thcro wns something not wholly
BBBB honest In my mirth, for my conduct
BBBB during tho three preceding years hnd
BBBB ' boon roprohcmlhlq. I had usod my

BBBML r - ,

grandfather Bhnbblly My parents died
when I was u child, and ho had enred
for mo as far back ns my memory ran.
Ho had suffered me to spend tho for-

tune loft by my father without re-

straint; ho had expected much of mo,
and I had grievously disappointed him.
It was his hope that I Bhould dovoto
myself to nrchlt-ctui- e, a profession
for which he hJ the greatest admira-
tion, wherena I had Insisted on
engln'eerln"

I am no, n apology for my
life, nnd I shu .tiempt to oxtcnu- -

ato my conduct t going ubroad nt tho
end of my course at Tech and, making
Laurnnca Donovan's acquaintance, sot-

ting off with him on a career of ad-

venture I do not regret, though pos-

sibly It would bo moro to my crodlt If
I did, tho mouths spent In lolsurcly
following tho Danubo cast of tho Iron
Gate Lauranco Donovan always with
mo, whllo wo urged tho villagers and

s to all manner of sedition,
ncqulttlng ourselves so well that,
when wo camo out Into tho Itlnck sea
for further plcasurn, Hussla did us tho
honor to keop a spy at our heels. I
should llko, for my own satisfaction,
nt least, to sot down an account of
cortnln affairs In which wo wcro con-

cerned nt Uclgrad, but without Larry's
consent I am not nt liberty to do so.
Nor shall I tako tlmo hero to dcscrlbo
our travels In Africa, though our study
of tho Atlas mountain dwarfs won us
houorablo mention by tho Hrltlsh
Ethnological Socloty.

These wcro my yesterdays; but to-

day I sat In Arthur Pickering's ofllco
In tho towering Aloxls Dulldlng, con-

scious ot tho muffled ronr of Droad-way- ,

discussing tho terms of my
grandfather Olcnarm's will with a man
whom I disliked as heartily as It Is
safo for ono man to dlsllko nnothor.
Pickering had aBkcd mo n question,
and I was suddenly awaro that his

oyes woro flxod upon and that ho
awaltod my answer.

"What do I think of It?" I ropoatod.
"I don't know that It makes any dif-

ference- what I think, hut I'll toll you,
If you want to know, that I call It In-- 1

famous, outrngeouB, thnt a man should
lcavo a rldlcujoua will of that Bort d

him. All tho old monoy-bagi- .

who pile up fortunes magnify tho Im-

portance of tholr money. They
that ovory klndnosB, every ordi-

nary courtesy shown thorn, Is moroly
a hid for n bIIco of tho enko. I'm dis-

appointed In my grandfather. Ho was
a splondld old man, though Ood knows

j ho had his quoor ways. I'll bet a thou-
sand dollars, it I have bo much money
In tho world, thnt this schomo la yours.
Pickering, und not his. It smncks of
your anclont vlndlctlvonss, nud John
Marshall Olenarm had iiv.no ot that In

' his blood. That stipulation about my
residence out thoro Is fantastic. I

don't havo to bo a lawyer to know
nnd no doubt I could bmk tho

will; Pv a good notion to try .i, any-
how.

"To lio suro. You can tlo up tho
for n half dozen yoars If you

ho replied coolly. Ho did not
look upon mo ns likely to becomo a
formidable litigant. My staying qual-

ities had boon proved wonlc long ago,
as Pickering know well onough.

"No doubt you would llko thnt," I
answered. "Hut I'm not going to give
you tho pleasure. I nbldo by tho torm
ot tho will. My iTrandfftthur wns a
flno old gentleman. I shan't drag his
namo through tho courts. not ovon
to pleaso you, Arthur Pickering," I

hotly.
"Tho sentiment Is worthy of a good

man, Oloimrm," ho rejoined.
"Hut this woman win. Is to succood

to my I don't soom to romom-ho- r

her."
"It Is not surprising that you novor

hoard of hor."
"Then she's not n connoctlon of tho

family, no long-los- t cousin whom I
ought to romoiuber?"

Bho was a lato ncqualntnnco ot
your grandfather. Ho mot hor throueh

an old friend of his, Miss Evans,
known s Slitter Theresa. Miss Dover-
cux is BliiVor Thorosa's nlcco."

I whistled, i had a dim recollection
that during my grandfather's long

thoro woro occasional re-
ports that ho was about to marry. The
namo of Miss Evans had boon men
tloncd In this connection. I hnd heard
It spoken of In my family, t l not 1

remembered, with much kt tdness
I heard of her Joining r Sister

hood, and opening a schoi i sornowhert
In tho West.

f
"And Miss Dovoroux, Is sho ar

elderly nun, too?"
"I don't know hr ' elderly Bho Is

but sho Isn't n nun at present. Still
she's very much nlono In tho world
nnd sho nnd Sister Theresa aro verj
Intimate"

tho will again, Pickering
whllo I mako suro I grasp theso divert
lng Idens. Sister Theresa Isn't the
ono I mustn't marry Is sho? It's the
other ecclesiastical embroidery artist

tho ono with tho "x" In her namo
suggesting tho nlgcbra of my vanish
lng youth."

I read aloud this paragraph:
"Provided, further, that In ovcnl

snld John Olcnnrm aforesaid shall
marry tho said Marian Dovercux, or
in tho event of any promise or con-tric- t

of marrlago between Bald pep
sons within II vo years from tho dato of
Bald John Olcnarm's acccptnnco ot
tho provisions of this will, tho whola
cstato shall becomo tho proporty abso-
lutely of St. Agatha's School, nt

Vnbana county, Indiana, a
corporation under tho laws of said
state."

"For a touch of comedy commend
mo to my grandfather! Pickering,
you always woro n fol-

low, I'll turn over to you all my right,
Interest nnd titlo In and to theso an- -

"Well, What Do You Think of lit"
mo

thnt;

llko,"

rights,

"No;

Later

"Pass

gellc Sisters. . Marry! I llko tho Ideal
I supposo somo ono will try to marry
mo for my monoy. Marrlago, Picker-
ing, Is not embraced In my schemo of
Ufo!"

"I should hardly call you a marry-
ing man," ho observed.

"Porfoctly right, my frlondl Sister
Thorosa was considered a possible
match for my grandfather In my
youth. I'm qulto out ot It with hor
And tho other lady with tho fascina-
ting algebraic climax to her namo,
sho, too, j Impossible; it Beoms that 1

can't got tho monoy by marrying hor
I'd bettor lot her tako It. She'B at
poor as tho dovil, I daro Bay,"

"I Imngtno not. Tho Evanses nro
family, tu spots, and she

ought to hno somo money of hor own,
It hor aunt doesn't coax It out ot her
for educntlonal scheme"

"And whoro on tho map nro Uiese
lovely creatures to bo found"

"Sister Thoresa's school adjoins youy
proBorvo; MIbs Dovoroux has, I think,
sumo of your own weakness for travel.
Slater Theresa Is hor nearest rela-
tive, and sho occasionally visits St
Agatha's that's tho school."

"I supposo they ombroldor altar-cloth- s

togethor and otherwlso labor
valiantly to bring confusion upon
satan and his cohorts, Just tho poo-pl-o

to pull tho wool over tho oyoB ot
my grandfather!"

Plckorlng smllod nt my rosontment.
"You'd hotter glvo thorn a wldo

horth; thoy might catch you In tholr
not. Sister Theresa U said to havo.
qulto a winning way. Sho certainly
plucked your grandfather."

"Nuns In spectacles, the gontlo edu-
cators of youth nnd that sort of thlag,
with n good-nature- old man for their
proy, Nono of them for mol"

"I rather thought so," romarltod
Pickering, anil ho pullod his watch
from Ills pockot and turned the stem
with his heavy flngora. He was short,
thickset and sleek, with a, nqua.ro Jaw,
hair already thin and u close-clippe-

mintaoho. Ago, I montally reflected,
wuj not Improving hrm. 1i'.'

ITO UU CONTINUED.)
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Trlnitj church Is nblnzo with lights.
Tho chancel is fragrant with tho per-fum- o

of raro oxotlcs, Tho rustlo of
silken gowns Is heard as guests pass
up tho aisle. Voices nro hushed and
anxious looks toward tho western
door show' tho eagerness with which
thejr await tho coming of tho bridal
party.

Ono by ono tho cnrrlngos roll up, de-

posit their fair burdens nnd pass
down tho other side ot the street.
Outsldo the thick flashes of snow
come down soft nnd fast.

A sudden llttlo gust of wind blows
a miniature nvalnnche nround a cor-

ner, nnd for a moment nlmost blinds
a swiftly pnsslng pedestrian, who suf-

fers nccordlngly from tho unexpected
assault by bringing his umbrolla in
direct collision with that of somo ono
coming towards him.

Iloth hurriedly look up, nnd both si-

multaneously grasp hands nnd ex-

claim: "My dear boy!" '

"Ton my word, Geoff, whero did
you drop from?" gasps tho younger
man. "Odd thing, that, d'yo know.
Hob Lathrop and I wcro speaking of
you this morning at tho club; won-

dered If ono of your royal llcngnls
bad taken a notion to Bwallow you
whole. Hob said: 'No. Trust Geoff

for that; nothing so tamo for him.
Plucky man. Geoff!' llob suggested
some East Indian benuty nnd all that
port of thing; might be, you had said
'good by' to tho land of your forefa-

thers forever. Hut now old man, wo

havo you with us again. Welcome
backl Tell you, I'm delighted!"

Tho Berlous gray eyes of Geoffry
Thorno had reflected many lights dur-
ing his friend's speech. At tho men-
tion of falling lu love, they hnd sad-

dened perceptibly, but hnd relighted
ns if with Bomo sudden thought and
turning to tho other, ho answered:

"No, Jack, It was not that Fighting
tigers is not half bad, and thcro are
pretty girls nil tho world over, but to
tell you tho truth, threo years 'Is n
long tlmo to knock around and, I'vo
como to stay. Tho Etrurla dropped
anchor six hours ngo nnd hero I am
tubbed, dressed and making for tho
club; pretty good tlmo, eh?"

"Pretty good!" echoed Jack Lenox,
absently, "lly tho wny, Geoff, I was
thinking Instcnd of going to tho club,
supposo you tako this card and drop
Into Trinity thoro; wedding going on

old friend, I bollovo, too was go-

ing myself, but changed my mind.
Oood-by- , old man! Meet you

at tho Metropolitan!" nnd waving
his hand, was off; saying to himself:
"Odd thing, thnt Just happened to
think old flamo oflils, Marian Strong

wonder how ho'll tako It!"
Thorno glanced at tho card care-

lessly, "Pleaso present this at tho
church," Btood Irresolute n minute,
and thon turned toward tho long lino
ot carriages, saying: "Well, I might
as well can go to tho club lator and
Jack says It is an old friend wonder
who?" and turning up his coat collar
to tho now Icy wind, says softly to
hlmsolf: "Thieo long yeurs and now
back again! Hack to Marian!" How
lovingly ho dwells upon that namo,
dearer to him than nil the world.
"Marian! what will sho say? Does
Bho caro? Who knows? Nothing but
allonco nil ot my letters unanswe-
rednothing left mo but this little
rluK (hat sho took off her flngor the
night I said 'Good by I' and told mo to
trust hor nnd I havo trusted. Can 1

wait until I wondor?"
His thoughts wcro brought to an ab-

rupt close by tho obnoxious umbrella
coming In contnet with an awning
stretchod from tho doorway of tho
church to tho street, under which he
now pnBBes and Into tho glare.

Tho bridal party aro at tho altar.
From his Bent near tho door ho hears
tho Imprcsslvo Episcopal sorvlco be-

ing read, whllo tho tendor strain of
do Koven's "O Promise Mo" softly
steals through tho heavy perfumed
air. Now tho notes havo changed to
n moro Joyous tono: tho triumphant
song of Mendelssohn pealing forth
from master fingers.

They hnvo turned nnd nro slowly
passing down tho nlslo. Geoffrey be-

gins to feel a bit bowlldercd. Ho says
ho cannot see distinctly, nnd yet,
thcro Is something strn.ngoly familiar

"Gad, this collar chokes mo!" Ho
turns nervously to looben It.

Thoy nro nearlng him. Tho bride
seems pale; und Is It not a forced
smlto rather than n nnturnl ono thnt
llgh'i tho beautiful face? Tho look
of bewilderment on Geoffrey's fnco has
changed suddenly to one of horror
and thou to a misery that tlmo will
never heal. Thoro Is spreading over
his faco nn nshy pallor that brings
In promlnunco ovory lino; determina-
tion, too. Is written there.

"My God!" ho mutters, "enn It bo
Marian? Mnrlqn, dnrllng, como back,
come back!" ho whlspors fovorlshly

'and stretches out his nrmB,
Nothing but spneo nnawors hlin. The

warden taps him on his shoulder. He
looks hastily around nnd seos ho Is
alono In tho church. Ho steps out
Ini" tho frosty air and looks around.
Whoro Is he? What has happened?
Why Is thnt heavy, pain at his heart?
nnd why does everything look so
dreary? "Yes, yos," he Blghs, "Iro-momb-

It all." Then tho look of de-
termination comes back.

Hastily calling a cab, bo Jumps In
; and gtlvng directions to tho drlvor
"is soon among the long lino ot car--

rlagcs drawn up lu front of tho hand-som- o

avenuo homo thnt ho knowB so
well.

"I will sco her! I will know from
her own lips," ho mutters as ho
anghts unu passes in umotig tuu
gucstB. Ho reaches a quiet doorway
whero ho can see and yet bo unob
served. Ho tnkei n long breath.
"Ah, how beautiful sho Is!" Ho sees
tho samo clear cut features crowned
by that samo beautiful hair that ho
had onco reverently touched; tho puro
white throat rises llko chiseled mnrblo
from tho gleam of her wedding gown.
"Her wedding gown I Tho wlfo of
another!" the thought maddens him.
Ho cannot hear It. "Marian!" ho
groans nnd turns nwny. Ho will lcavo
tho house it Is only agony to stay
ho will go nwny again all Is over-o- nly

memory left that will never go!

Ho reaches the door aud then ns If
impelled by a will stronger than his
own enters the drawing-room- .

Sho Is receiving her congratula-
tions with caso and grace always char-
acteristic ot Marian Strong, but to-

day thcro Is a restlessness, a tremor
of excitement about her that sho can-
not conquer. Her oyes nro nervously
scantling tho room; they look nt
every ono who onters. Sho gives n
sudden gasp. A look of terror spreads
over hor fnco and pausing away, leaves
her deathly whllo. Somo ono Is ap-

proaching, nnd with n superhuman
effort sho controls herself,

"May I offer my congratulations,
Mrs. Wymnn?" a low, steady volco Is
saying, but sho hears nothing. Faces
around hor hnvo becomo Indistinct.
Sho thinks sho hears music Bomo-wher-

Her hand Is held out )u
chanlcally and touched. "Geoffrey,
Geoffrey!" bIiu cries faintly. It is
stifling, nnd yet she Is growing colder
each minute.

"Such n surprlso'I' tho voice Is say-
ing In well modulated tones. "I only
returned from India this morning
met Jack l.awrenco on tho street; ho
told mo an old friend was being mar-
ried at Trinity nnd gavo mo his card
Such a surprise!" he repeated.
"Couldn't bellevo my own eyes hud
to como to the houso to bo convinced.
You havo my best wishes, Mrs. Wy-ma-

I should llko to sec you again,
but I sail for England. I
had expected to remain In New York,
but my plans havo been changed,"
nnd with a forced smllo of ndleu, ho
passes on and out in tho cooling
night.

Tho room grows suddenly dark to
Miriam. Tho light haB gone from her
llfo forevor.

"Mrs. Wyman Is 111; tho strain hns
been too much for her!" Is whispered
nround. As tho guests lcavo tho room,
somo ono says: "noastly custom, any-
way, Btnndlng two hours. Poor girls!
I wonder thero nro not moro cases of
nervous prostration after theso wed-

ding receptions."
As Geoffrey boards tho Kron Prlnz

tho next morning, n noto Is handed
him. It Is only a llttlo cream, crcstod
affair, nnd rends thus:

"They told mo you wcro dead; that
you had been killed in n fight with
natives. My letters woro returned.
Father urged mo to marry Mr. Wy-

man, and nt last I ylolded. Oh Geof-
frey! why did you como back too
late?"

Jnck Lawrence hears tho nows of
Geoffrey's departure next morning at
tho club and twirls his mustache
thoughtfully as ho says to himself:
"By Jovo! thero must havo been some-
thing In that old affair after all. Jack,
It wasn't qulto fair In you! Poor old
Gooff!" then calls for a brandy and
soda.

NEW DODGE QF THIEVES.

Shrewd Scheme to Mulct Bride of
Wedding Presents.

Iccoq, thoi dotectlvo, waved tho re-

porters back'.
"Mndnme," ho Bald to Mrs. Van t,

"tako my ndvlco nnd don't
havo n list of your daughter's wedding
presents printed."

Hut, rognrdlng tho blnzo of dia-

monds, the palo sheen of pearls nnd
tho glitter of mnsscd gold nnd silver
on tho long table, Mrs. Van Astorhllt
Bald regretfully, rcholllously:

"Oh. why not, Mr. Lecoq?"
"Madame, I'll toll you," said tho

great detective; and ho began In
thrilling ncrcnts, whllo tho" reporters
listened with nn air of Incredulity nnd
dlsplcasuru;

"Mndamo, thero Is a now dodgo out
In tho profesh. A crook gets n list
of tho presents at n fashlonnblo wed-
ding, nnd- - then forgea a letter say
from Mr. Hrown, whoso gift was a
rock crystal owor and old Hrown
Bays In this horo letter thnt ho is
sorry to seo tho brldo got two other
crystal ewers, and ho wishes hor to
return his to him by bearer, and ho'll
Bend her n ropo of pearls In Its place.

"Of courso tho brldo complies, Sho
sends nwny tho ower, Bho waits for
tho pearls, and days, weeks, go by.
The pearls don't arrive, hut, for fear
of hurting Hrown's feelings, tho brldo
says nothing to him nbout his strange
remlest.ofis, nnd thus tho thief hns
plenty ot clmnco to get off.

"Carefully worked, this dodgo Is
almost hound to succeed, nnd lists 'of
vnluablo presents llko thoso hero
should on that account never bo made
public"

WF P AV no attention

Jewely or Watches, but ex--
erciso great caro in keeping

prices low.
""vtSTABtlSHIH'

--- l,,,WJCBrMAIN ST.
SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH.

DUILDINQ OF A WITICI8M.

Point of Joke the Same Though
Under Changed Conditions.

The Hohcmlan had an nrtlclo enti-
tled, "How n Joko Is Made." In It
Marshall P. WUder, the well known
humorist, cites "this Btory ns an Illus-
tration ot ono method. "Hero Is n
story with, a Joko In It about Labou-cher-

tho genial editor of London
Truth. When ho was Btnndlng for ,
tho borough of Northampton for tho
English parliament a llttlo girl came
up to hor father and said: 'Papa, who
rando Mr. Lnbouchcro?' 'Why, Provi-
dence, my dear,' answorcd tho somo-wh-

astonished parent 'And what
for, rapa?' Inquires tho child. Now
that Isn't n bad Joko. It was natural,
anyway. Hut Jlsten to ono of mlno,
which, really has tho same point, J

though it is brought out in a different
wny. A child and her mother are on ,

tho cars, Opposite them sits a young
mnn dressed In tho height of fashion.
Says tho child: 'Mamma, what is
that?' nnd, us sho asks tho question,
she points to tho young mnn opposite
'Hush, my dear,' answers tho mother.
'Hut, mother, I wnnt to know. To
quiet tho ch..d tho mother whlspors In
hor ear: 'Ho Is what wo call a dude,
dear.' Tho child persists as usual In
gaining somo moro Information. 'And
who mado him, mnmma?' 'Why,
Providence, dear, of cor.-sp-,' roplles
the mother Eotto voice, whereat tho
child exclaims: 'Oh, mother, doesn't
Providenco llko to have fun somo-times- ?'

You Bne, tho stories nre rcnl-l- y

nllko. At nil evonts, tho point Is
tho eamo."

GIRL KILLED A HAWK.

Clrd Had Attacked Her When Driven
From Pigeons.

A large hen hawk, weighing nearly
fourteen pounds, nttneked Miss Elolso
M. Shields, 18, of Milton, Mass., whllo
tho young woman, nccompanled by
somo friends, wns spending tho nftcr-noo- n

nt tho Hluo Hills reservation.
Tho party had Just had their lunch-co- n

nnd wero feeding somo pigeons
when the hawk swooped down and
started to carry off ono of tho pigeons
in Its talons. Miss Shields quickly
picked up a stone, nnd throwing It nt
tho bird mado It drop Us proy. Tho --
hawk then nttneked tho girl nnd nest- - .- - -
ling on ono of her shoulders started
to beat her with Its wing. After
knocking off tho bird with her hnnds
Miss Shields picked up one of tho
tonic bottles, which tho party hnd
been using, nnd hitting tho hawk a
hard blow on Its head, killed It. Except
for a few Bcratches. tho young woman
was not Injured.

Hurry.
To our own ago belongs tho credit ot

having raised hurry from tho degraded
position of a dlscaso to that of a com-
mercial process. Formerly hurry sim-
ply brought people to an early grave,
with nothing to show for It, whereas
now It Is becomo tho means of trans-
forming peace of mind, which Is a
solecism, to say tho best ot It, Into
ready money. Hurry has grown to to
a great fact In llfo. Even tho fashions
take account of It, until women are
found doing up their hair In such a
way that thoy may go the speed limit
without fear of its coming down. And
the best of hurry Is that It Is Its own
sufficient Justification. Nobody

hurry to have any particular
reason behind it any moro. Life..

Making Use of a Friend.
A Harlem (N. Y.) resldont after a

busy day was seated restfully at homo
when the tolephono bell rang, Bays a
Now York lettor. "Meet me at tho
Waldorf within an hour," called nn
Intimate frlond at the other end of
the wlro; "must sco you. Don't fall.
Within an hour.' Important. Good-by.- "

Tho Harlerolto grumbled, won-dcrc- d

why business should follow a
tired man Into his homo, got Into his
boots, kissed his wlfo nnd hustled for
tho hotel. .His frlond was waiting for
him In tho Waldorf cafe. "Well, Jim."
he said, "what is it? What's up?"
"What's up?" echoed Jim. "Why,
I'm as lonely as a castaway tonight.
Want company somo ono to talk
with. What will you drink?" Jim Is
a bachelor.

Each HI Work.
If you cannot preach, then pray. 11

you ennnot go, thon give bo that
others may go. If you cannot sing,
then sympathize. Hut In any ovont
do not forget that Christ nsslgns by
natural endowments to "each man his
work." Uev. SI. E. Harlan, DIsclplo,
Hrooklyn, N. Y.

The Jewel of Forgiveness.
Nothing Is moro moving to mnn

than tho spectacle of reconciliation; ,
our weaknesses are thus Indemnified
and nro not too costly, bolng tho
price we pay for tho hour of forglvo-noss- ;

and tho archangel who has
never felt anger has reason to envy
the man who subdues It When thou
forglvcst, tho man who has plorced
thy heart stands to tbea In tho rela-
tion ot tbe sen-wor- that perforates
tho sholl of tho mussol, which
straightway closes tho wound with a
pearl. ltlchtcr. "f


